I don^t          any money            now. Much obliged,

though/5

Simon laughed heartily* "I declare^ Gunnel, you sho1
is comical Rich         like you needin* money!" Again

he laughed^ with unctuous and abortive .^heartiness.
"Yes, suh, you sho^ is comical53 Then he ceased laugh-
ing and became engrossed with the horses for a moment.
Twins they were: Koosevelt and Taft, with sleek hides
and broad,* comfortable buttocks, "You, Taf* lean on
dat collar! Laziness gwiae go in on you some day en
kill you, sho*." Old Bayard sat watching his apelike
head and the swaggering tilt of the top hat Simoa
turned his wizened., plausible face over his shoulder
again. "But slio5 5nough5 now9 we is got to quiet dem
niggers somehow."

"What have they clone P'Can^t they find anybody to
take their money?'*

"Well, suhf hit's like dis," Simon explained. "Hit's
kind of all 'round cu'i's. You seef dey been collectin'
bulletin* money fer dat church whut burnt down9 en
ez dey got de money up, dey turnt hit over ter me,
whut wid my *ficial position on de church boafd en bein*
I wuz a member of de bes* fambly round here. Dat *uz
erbout las1 Chrissmus time, en now dey wants de money
back."

"That's strange/5 old Bayard said. _
"Yessuh," Simon agreed readily* "Hit struck me
jesf 'zackly dat way."

"Well, if they insist, I reckon you?d better give it
back to 5em.*

"Now^ you's gittin* to it.** Simon turned his head
again; his manner was confidential^ and he exploded
his bomb in a hushed, melodramatic tone: "De moneyfs
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